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“GOD HELP YOUI"

Bymoprin —Ploneer In the Califor
i redwoud reglon, Johin Cardigat,
at furty-seven, I8 the leading cltizen
af Sequoia, owner of mills, ahips
wnd many acres of thimber, & wid-
swir aiter three yeidrs of married
life, angd father of two-year-old
Hryee Cardigan. At fourteen Hryca
miakes the acqualntance of Bhiriey

mner, & visitor at Sequols, and
s Junlor by u few years, Together

y winit the Valley of the Gilants,
sucred W John Cardigan and his

i am the burial place of Bryce's
part with mutual re
Bryce al coliog=
medtn with beavy
for the first

with unter

Lhinr wnd
Krat While
o Cardigan
and
titnw views the future
5 After gruduation from <ul
FRe, and & trip abroad, Hryce Cat
digan comens home, On the traln he
mesls Shirley Sumner, on her way
to hotuule to makg her home there
with her unels, Colune]l Pennington
Bryce loarns that his father's eye-
wight has falled and that Colonel
Petnltngton 8 seeking W take ad-
vantage of the old man's business
minfortunes. John Cardigan is de-
spalring, but Hryce s full of Aght
Hryoe finds & burl redwood felled
acrons his mother's grave, He goen
to dinner at Pennington's on 8Bhir-
ay's Invitativn and finds the din-
Ing room paneled with burl from
the tree Bryce and Pennlngton de-
clare war, shough Shirley doss not
Wrnow It Bryce beats Jules RHon-
veau, Pennington's Aghting logging
Loss, and forces him to confess that
Fenningswon ordered the burl tree
out Pennington butts Into the
fight and gets hurt
off & gang af Penniugton’s lumber-
men. Bhirley, who sees 1L all, tells
Hryce it must be “goodby.” Hryce
renews  acquaintance with Molrs
i~Tavish dasughter of his drunken
voodn-bose

Hh Jonser

CHAPTER VIill—Continued.
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The thought that he so readily un
derstood touched her; a glint of tears
wus In her sad eyes, He saw them
and placed his arms fraternally aroind
her  shoulders.  “Tut-tut, Molrn !
Don't ory,” he soothed her. "1 un-
derstand perfectly, and of course we'll
lave to do something ahout It, You're
oo fine for this” With a sweep of
lile hand he Indlcated the camp, "8t
down on the steps, Molru, and we'll
nlk It over. [ really enlied to see
yoar father, but I gueas T don’t want
to see hlmm after all=if he's sick.”

She looked at him bravely, “I didn't
know you at first, Mr, Bryee. 1 fibhed,
Father lsn't slek, He's drunk.”

“1 thought &0 when | saw the load-
Ing-crew tuking 1t easy at the log-
Inpding. T'm terribly sorry.”

“1 loathe It—and T eannot leave I,
she burst ont vehemently. “I'm chaln-
ed to my degradation. T dream
dAreams. and they'll never come true,
I—I—oh, Mr, Bryce, Mr. Bryce, I'm s0
unhappy,”

“S0 am L" he retorted. “"We all
get our dose of 1, you know, and Just
nt present I'm having an extra helping,
It seems, You're cursed with too
much imagination, Molra. I'm sorry
nhout your father, For all his sixts

venrs, Moirn. your confounded parent

“Father Isn't Sick. He's Drunk."

ran still manhandle any wnn on the
pay-roll, and as fast asx Dad put In a
new woods-boss old Mae drove him off
the job. He slmply declines to  be
tred, and Dad’s wora out and too (ired
to bother abhout his old woods-boss any
more, He's bean waiting yntil 1 should
get hack ™

“I kmow," sald Molra wearlly. “No-
body wants to be Curdigan's woods
boss and have to fight my father to
hold his JoL. 1 realize what a nols
ance he has become."

Bryroe chuckled, “Of course the mat-
wer shamers down to this: Dad Is mo
fond of your father that he just hasn't
got the mornl cournge to work him
over-—and now that job is up @ me.
Molra, I'm not geing to beat ahout the
bush with yon. They tell me your
father 1a a hopeless Inebriate”

“I'm afrald he 1s, Mr. Bryce"”

“How long has he been drinking to
L G

Hryce stands 1

“About ten years, 1 think. Of course,
take a few drinks
with the men around pmy-day, but after

e would nlwass

mother dledd, he hegun  tuking ks
drinks hetween pay-duys. Then he
taok to golng down to Sequola on

suturday nights and coming hack on
the mad-train, the maddest of the lot
I sippose  he was lonely, too. He
Midn‘t renl  bad, however, till
hout two vears ago.”

“Wall, logs to the
mill, and we can't get them with old

got

we hnve to get

John  Boarleycorn for a wonds-hoss,
Molru Sooowe'rs going to change
wWonds-hosses, nnd the new wonds-boss

will not he driven off the Job, becnuse
m golng to stay up here a couple of
woeks and bresk him In myself. But
how do you mapage to get money Lo
tlothe  yourself? Sinclulr tells me
Mue nesds every cent of hls two hun
dred and fty dollurs o month to enjoy
himself"”

“1 unedd to steal from him,"” the girl
admitted,  "Then 1 grew ashamed of
that, and for the past gix months I've
been sarning my own living. Mr. Sin-
clnir was very kind. He gave me a
Job waltlng on table In the camp din
lng room. You see, 1 had to have
something here. 1 couldn't lenve my

futher. He had to have somehody to
teke care of him, Don't you see, Mr.
Bryce?”

“Sinelair 18 a fuzzy old fool.” Bryce
declared with emphasis. “The 1den of
our  womds-lhoss’'s daughter slinging
hash to luniberjncks. Poor Molira !

He took one of her hands In  his,
noting the callous spots on the plump
palm, the thick Anger-Joints that hint
ed so of toll. the nulls that had never
been munleured save by Molra herself,
“Dio you remember when 1 was a boy,
Moira, how | used to come up to the
logging-camps to hunt and fish? 1 al-
ways lived with the MeTavishes then,
And In September, when the huckle-
herries were ripe, we used to go out
and plek them together, Poor Molra !
Why, we're old pals, and I'll be shot
If I'm golng to see you suffer. Listen,
Molru. I'm golng to fire your father,
ns I've sald, because he's working for
old J. B, now, not the Cardigan Hed-
wooll Lumber company, 1 really ought
to penslon him after hig long years In
the Cardigun  serviee, but I'l be
hanged If we can afford pensions any
more—particularly to keep n man In
huoze ;. so the best our old woods-hoss
gets from me 18 this shanty, or another
Ike 1t when we move to new cuttings,
und a perpetunl meal-ticket for our
enmp dining room while the Cardl-
guns remaln In business. I'd finanee
him for a trip to some state Instito-
tlon where they sometimes reclalm
such wreekage, If 1 dido't think he's
too old & dog to be taught new tricks,"

“Perhnps,”  she suggested sadly,
“you had better talk the matter over
with him."

“No, I'd rather not. I'm fond of your
futher, Molra. He was & mun when
I saw him last—such a man as these
woods will never see agaln—and 1
don’t want to see him agaln until he's
cold sober, I'll write him a letter, Aw
for you, Molra, you're fired, too. I'l
not have you walting on table in my
logging-comp—not by s jugful! You're
to come down to Sequoln and go to
work In our office, We ean use you on
the books, helplng Sinclale, and re-
lleve him of the sk of bhilllng, check-
lng tallles, and looklng after the pay
roll, 'l pay you a hundred dollars
n month, Molrn. Can you get along
on that 1"

Her hard hand  clossd  over
tightly, but she did not speak.

‘All right, Molra, It's & go,
There, there, girl, don't ery.
Cardlgans  bad  twenty-five vears
fulthful service from Donnld
lsh before commenced
nfter all, owe hilm
think."

She drew his hand soddenly to her

hin

then
We
of
Me'Tny-
sHpping ;
something, 1

le
W

lps and kissed 1t her hot tears of
foy fell on It, but her heart was tod
full for mers words

“Fladlededes, Molrn!  Buck up,®
he protestod, hugely pleased, but sm
barrmssed withal e wony vou take
this, one would think sou hind expect
v me to go baek on an old pul and

had heen pleasantly surprised when 1

diin’t.  Cheer up, Molen! ') tel]l vou
what T'I do 'l advanee vou twe
months' salary for-—well, vyou'll need
n ot of clothes and things In Sequols I
that vou don*t need hers And 'me
glad U've munnged to settle the Me

Tuvlsh hush without kleking np n row
nnd hurting your feelings. Poor
Mar! P'm sorry 1 can't hear with him
bhut we simply have to have the logs
you know™

He rose, stoopwsd, and pinched har
eir: for had he not known her sinee
chlldhood, and had they not gathered
huckleberries  together In  the long
agn? Bhe was slster to him- Just an
other one of his problems—and noth
ing more. “Report on the 1ob as soon
ns possible. Molru,” he callid te hor
from ‘ae gate,

Presently, when Molrs 't her
Madonoe glunce to the frieze of tim
ber on the skyline, there was & new
glory In her eyes; und 1o, It was an
tumn M the wooils for over that hin
Prince Charming had come to her, and
lite was all erlmson and gold!

old

When the ™o loaded with Cardl

gun logs erawled In on the main track
and stopped at the log-landing In I'en
nington‘'s camp, the locomotive un-
coupled and backed In on the siding
for the purpose of kleking the eabhoose
In which Shirley and Colonel Penning-
ton hod rlitden to the womds, out onto
the main line agnin—where, owlng to
n slight downhill grade, the enboose
controlled by  the hrakeman conld
const gently forward and be hooked
onto the end of the log traln for the
retiurn journey to Sequoln.

Throughout the afterncon Shirley
followlng the battle royal between
Bryee and 1the PPenningron retalners,

had sat dismally In the cuhoose, She
WS prey to muany conflieting  emo
tlons; hut having had what her wsex

term “n good ery.” she had to a grent
extent recovered her customary polse
—aund wpns husily speculating on
rapldity with which she could lenve
Sequoin and forget she had ever meot
Bryce Cardigan—when the log traln
rumblied Into the Innding and the last
of the long string of trucks came to n
stop directly opposite the caboose

Shirley happened to be looking
througn the grimy caboose window nt
that moment., On the top log of the
lond the ohblect of her anhappy specii-
Intlons was seated, apparently quite
ohlivious of the fact that he was bhacrk
once more In the haunt of his enemies,
although knowledge that the doubie-
bitted ax he had so unceremonious!y
horrowed of Colonel Pennington was
driven deep into the log beslde hinn
with the hnft convenient to his hand,
probably had much to do with Bryee's
alr of detnched Indiference,

Shirley told herself that should he
move, should he show the slightest
disposition to ralse his head and bring
his eyes on & level with hers, she
would dodge away from the window
in time to escape his serutiny.

She reckoned without the engine,
With a smart bump It struck the ca
boose and shunted it briskly up the
slding; at the sound of the Impact
Bryee ralsed his troubled glance just
In time to see Shirley's hody, yield
ing to the shock, sway into full view
at the window,

With difficulty he suppressed a grin,
“TI'll bet my Immortal soul she was
peeking at me,” he sollloqulzed, *Con-
found the luck! Another meeting this
afternoon  would be embarrassing.”

' Tactfully he resumed his study of his

feet, not even looking up when the
cihoose, after goining the maln track,
slld gently down the slight grade and
was coupled to the rear logging truck.
He heard the engineer shout to the
brakeman—who had rldden down from
the hend of the traln to unlock the
slding switch and couple the caboose
~=to hurry up, lock the switeh, and
get hack abonrd the engine.

“Can't get this danged key to turn
in the lock,” the brakeman shouted
presently. “Lock's rusty, and some-
thing's gone bust inside.”

Minutes passed. Bryce's assumed
abstraction became real, for he had
many matters to occupy his busy
brain, and It was impossible for him to
sit idle without adverting to some of
them. Presently he was subeonscious-
ly awnre that the traln was moving
gently forwurd; almost lmmaedintely,
It secmed to him, the long string of
trucks had gathered thelr customary
speed ; and then suddenly It dawned
upon Bryee that the traln had started
off without n single jerk—and that 1t
was gatherlng headway rapidly,

He looked nhead—and his halr grew
ereepy at the roots. There was no lo-

comotlve attnched to the tmin! It
witk running away down a two per
cent grade, and because of the tre
mendous welght of the traln, It was

guthering momentnm at a fearful rate,
The reason for the runuway dinwned
The road,

on Dryee Instantly. heing
privately owned, was, Hke most log-
ging ronds, neglected as to roudbed
und rotling stock ; also It was under-

mnnngd, and the brakeman, who plso
neted ns switchman, bhad fatled to get
the hand-brakes on the leading tmek
nfter the cngineer had locked the ale

brakes. As a result, during the ve or
#ix minutes required to “spot In" the
thoose, and an exten minute or two
lnst while the beakeman str sl
with the reealeltrant  lock the
swltech the alr had  leaked IWHY
through the worn valves and rubber
tubing, and the hrakes had beon e
lonsidl-—ko  that the traln, withont
irning, had quletly and almost nolse-
lessly sl out of the log-lunding and

sturted on ity mad career, There was
nothing to do now save waten the wild
runaway and prmy, for of all the mad
runawnve In a mad world. a loaded
logging train I8 by far the worst,

For an Instant after reallzing hix
predienment,  Bryee Cardigun was
tempted to fump and take his chanes
on a few hiroken bones, bhefore the
trutn rould reach a greater speed than
twenty miles an hour, His next Im-
pulse was to ran forward and sef the
hand-hrnke on the leaming truck, but
n glance showad him that even warh
the traln standing still he could pot
hope to leap from truck to truck and
lund on the round, freshly peeled sur
fare of the logs without slipping, for
he had no ecalks In his hoots.  And to
sHp now meant swift and horrihle
death,

Then he rememubered. In the wildly
rolling cuboose Shirley Sumner rode
with her unele, while less than two
miles ahead, the track swung in a
sharm curve high up slong the hillalde
nbove Mad river, Bryee knew the
leading truck would never take that
curve at high speed, even If the an-
clent rolling stock should hold togeth-
er untll the eurve wus repehed, but
would shoot off at & tangent Into the
canyon, earrying trucks, logs, and ca-
hoose with it, rolling over and over
down the hillside to the river,

“The caboose must be cut out of
this  runaway,” Bryce sollloquized,
“and It must be cut out In a devil of
4 hurry. Here goes nothing in par-
tienlar, and may God be good to my
dear ol4 man,"

He jerked hls axe out of the log,
trove It deep Into the top log toward
the end, and by using the haft to cling
to, crawled toward the rear of the
load and looked down at the eaboose
coupling. The top log wirs a sixteen-

“I"Il Hold You Yet, You Brute.”

foot hutt; the two bottom logs were
elghteen-footers. With a sllent prayer
of thanks to Providence, Bryce slid
down to the landing thus formed. He
was still five feet above the coupling,
however; but by leaning over the
swaying. bumping edge and swinging
the axe with one hand, he managed to
cut through the rubber hose on the
alr connectlon.

After accomplighing this, axe In
hand, he leaped down to the narrow
ledge formed by the bumper In front
of the caboose—driving his face Into
the front of the caboose; and he only
grasped the steel rod leading from
the brake-chalng to the wheel on the
roof in tlme to avold falling half
stunned hetween the front of the ca-
boosd and the rest of the logging
truck. The ecahoose had once been n
box ecar; hence there was no rmiled
front platform to which Bryce might
have leaped In safety. Clinging peril
ously on the humper, he reached with
his foot, got his toe under the lever
on the side, jerked It upward, and
threw the pin out of the coupling:
then with his free hand he swung the
axe nnd drove the great steel Juws of
the coupling apart.

The ecaboose was eut out! Buat al-
ready the deadly curve was In sight;
in two minutes the first track would
reich 1t; and the eahoose, though cut
loose, had to bhe stopped, else with the
hendway It had gathersd, 1t, oo, would
follow the logging trucks to glory.

For n moment Hryce clung to the
brake-rod, weak and dizzy from the
effects of the hlow whwn, lenping down
from the loaded truck to the caboose
bumper, his face had smashed into
the front of the eaboose. His echin |
wis hrulsed, skinned. and bloody ; His |
nosa hnd been broken, and twin rivo
lets of blood ran from his nostrls, He
wiped It away, swung his axe, drove
the blude deep Into the bumper and
left it there with the haft qulvering:

turning, he elimbed swiftly up the
narrow lron ladder beside the brake
rod until he redached the roof: then,
still  standing on  the ladder, he
reached  the brnke-wheel and drew
It promptly but gradoally around
untll  the  wheel-blocks  began  to
bite, when he exerted his tre
mendous  strength  to  the utmost
and with his knees braced doggedly

faguinst the front of the caboose, held
the wheel,

The bruke screamed, but the speed
of the caboose wis not appreciably
slackensd. “1t's had too good a start!”
Bryce monned. "“The momentum
more than | can overcome. Oh, Sbhir
ley, my love' God help you!"

Is

Ho cast a sulden despalring look
over his shoulder downward at the
coupling, He wasz winning, after all,

for n space of slx fee! now yawned
hetween the end of the logging truck
and the butaper of the caboose, 1f
he conld but hold that tremendous

strain on the wheel for u quarter of

A mile, he might get the demon ca-

boose under eontrol!

After what seemed an eon of wulb‘

lag, he ventured another look ahesd.
The rear logging-truck was a hundred
yards In froal of him now, and from
the wheels of the caboose an odor of
something burning drifted up to him,
“T've got your wheels locked I he half
sobhed. “I'll hold you yet, you brute,
Slide! That's it! Slde, and flatten
your infernal wheels. Hah! You're
quitting—quitting. T'll have you In
control hefore we rench the ecurve.
Burn, curse you, bhurn!”

With a shriek of metal m-ru]rmgl
metal, the head of the .lus:x:m‘lmmi
nhead took the eurve, clung there an

Instant, and was eatapulted out mm'
Spuee Logs weighing twenty tons |
were flung about like kindling ; one in- |

stant, Bryce could see them in the alr; |
the next they had disappeared down
the hillside., A deafening ecrash, &
splash, a cloud of dust—

With n protesting squeal, the ca-
boose came to the polnt where the log-
ging-train had left the right of way,
carrying ralls and tles with It The |
wheels on the slde nearest the bank
5lid Into the dirt first and plowed deep |
into the soll; the caboose came to
an abrupt stop, trembled and rattled,
overtopped Its center of gravity, and |
fell over against the cut-bank, wearily,
like a drunken hag.

Bryce, still clinging to the brake, |
was fully .hrar‘nd for the shock and |
was not flung off. Calmly he descend- |
ed the ladder, recovered the axe {rom
the bumper, climbed back to the roof, |
tiptoed off the roof to the top of the |
bank and sat calmly down under a
manzanita bush to awalt results, fnr’
he was quite confident that none of
the occupants of the confounded ca-
boose had been treated to anything
worse than a wild ride and a rare
fright, and he was curions to see how

Shirley Sumner would behave in an
emergency.
Colonel, Pennington was  first to

emerge ut the réar of the caboose, He
leaped lightly down the steps, ran to
the front of the car, looked down the

track, and swore feelingly. Then he
darted back te the renr of the ca-
boose,

“All clear and snug 685 a bug under
a chip, my dear,” he called to Shirley, |
“Thank God, the ecaboose hecome un-
coupled-—guess that fool brakeman
forgot to drop the pin; it was the last
car, and when [t jumped the track
and plowed Into the dirt, It just nat-
urally quit and toppled over against
the bank. Come out, my dear."

Shirley eame out, dryv-eyed, bhuat
white and trembling,. The Colonel
placed his arm around her, and she
hid her face on his shoulder and shud-
dered. “There, there!™ he soothed her
affectionately. “It's all over, my dear,
All's well that ends well.”

“The train,” she cried In a choking

volee, “Where (s it?"
“In lttle pileces—down In  Mnad
river.,"

“Bryce Cardigan,” she sobhed. *1
saw him—he was riding atop on the
train. He—ah, God help him!"

The Colonel shook her with sudden

ferocity. “Young Cardigan,” he ecrled
sharply. “Riding the logs?! Are you
certnin

She nodded. and her sheulders
shook plteously,

“Then Bryee Curdigan Is gone!”®

Pennington's pronouncement wns &nl-
emn, dendly with its flat finality, “Nao
man could have rolled down Into Mat
river with a trainlosd of logs and sur-
vived. The devil himself couldn't”
He heaved a grent sigh. and added:
“Well, that clears the atmogphere con-
slderably, although for all his faults,
I regret, for his father's sake, that this
dreadful affair has happened. Well,
it can't be helped, Shirley, Poor devil!
For all his damnable treatment of me,
I wouldn't have had this happen for a
milton dollars.™
Shirley burst into
Bryce's heart ledped,
stood the reason
had sent him away
hnd gone to his death;
he long hefore Sh‘!“‘rl\

|
wiid weeping

for he under
for her grief. She |
in anger, and he
ergn It wanld
wonld forgive |

hersplf Bryee had not inrended pre
senting himself hefore her in his hint
iered and bloody econdition, bot the
fight of her Jdistress now WAs mora

than he ecould hear. He coughed silght- |
and the alert colone] glanced up at |
him [nstantly

“Well, I'l he banged !™ The words
fell from Pennipngton's lips with a
heartiness that was almost touching. |
*1 thought you'd gone with the train."

“Karry to have disappointed you, old
top,” Bryce replled blithely, "but I'm
Just naturally stubborn, Too bad about
the atmosphere you thought cleared a
moment ago'! t's clogged worse than
ever now."

Iy

Bryce turns a deaf ear to
Shirley and forces the fight-
ing. .

]

"TO BE CONTINURD

A South African mine develops 1680
torsepower from the fall of water
viped Imto the werkiugs for varicas
other uses, '

| for women.

well

SICK WOMEN
HEAR ME

You Can Be Free from Pain
as | Am, if You Do as I Did.

Harrington, Me.—*1 suffered with
backache, pains through my hips
and a bear-
ing down feel-
ing that I eould not
stand on my feet.
1 also had other dis-
tressing symptoms,
At times I had to
ive up work, 1
g'ied a number of
remedies but Lydia
E. Pinkgam'n Ve
table Compound did
me more than
anything else. I1am
regular, do not suffer the pains I used
to, keep house and do all my work. I
recommend your medicine to all who
suffer as I did and you may use my let-
ter as you like.”"—Mrs. MINNIE MiTCH-
ELL, Harrington, Me.

There are many women who suffer as
Mrs, Mitchelldid and whoare being bene-
fited bg this great medicine every dng.
It has helped thousands of women who
have been troubled with displacements,
inflammation, ulceration, irregularities,
periodic pains, backache, that bearing
down feeling, indigestion, and nervous
prostration.

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound contains no narcotics or harmful
drugs., It is made from extracts of
roots and herbs and is a safe medium

1t F‘m need special advice
write Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co.
(confidential), Lynn, Masa,

TO EVERY READER

There Is no pure herb family medl-
cine In the world today that can equal
the power and give such grand results
in regulating the bowels, stimulating
the llver, flushing and cleansing the
kldneys, sweetening the stomach or
purifying and enriching the blood—
than

BULGARIAN BLOOD TEA

Those who suffer with stomnch,
liver, kidney, rheumatism or blood
troubles will find Bulgarian Blood Tea
the best medicine to relleve and cor-
rect these ailments. It is wonderful
how quick you will begin to pick up
and be your old-time self again.

During the 1018-10-20 influenza epi-
demic Bulgarian Blood Tea was used
by countless thousands of sufferers
with marvelous success and millions
of people took It steaming hot to pre-
vent and ward off the disease,

As a general first ald family medi-
clne It has no equal and every person
should have a box constantly on hand
for any emergency—to kill colds, allay
fevers and guard against influenza,
pneumonia or other serious sickness,
And all mothers and fathers of fam-
illes should apply at once to their drug-
gist or grocer for a trial box of Bulga-
rinn Blood Tea,

HAD HIGH AMBITION FOR SON

Father Wouldn't Be Satisfied Until He
Saw Him in a Really Proud
Position.

An Instroctor in the military acad-
emy at West Point was once assigned
to conduct about the place the visiting
parents of a certain cadet,

After a tour of the post, the proud
and happy parents joined the crowd
nssembled to witness evening parade,
a most imposing spectacle, The wmarch
past aroused the father of the cader to
it high plteh of enthusiasm,

“There!" he exclaimed to his spouse,
“lan't that fine? But," he added, re-
flectively, “I shall not be happy till my
boy attains the proud position that
leads ‘em all” And he pointed I
rapt admiration to the drum-major.

ASPIRIN

Name “Bayer” on Genuine

CViE | o
“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” is geng
Ine Aspirin proved safe by millions

and prescribed by physicians for Over
twenty years. Accept only an unhroken
"Bayer package”" which contains proper
directions to relieve Henduche, Touth:
ache, Earache, Neuralgiy Rheumntism
Colds and Pain, Handy tin boxes of 12'
tablets cost few cents.
Inrges

Drugrists slso
‘Bayer puckages,’ Aspirin
is trade mark Bayer Manufacture Mon.
eaceticacidester of Salleylenefd — Adyv,

Patriotic Preparation.

"Charley, dear,” sald young Mra
Torkins, “I understand there is golng
0 be & great deal of sing ng in the
present campnlgn ™

“Some of It Is linhle to be pretiy
bad.”

“I am afrald so. But | want to do
my best. Do you think 1 ought to stop
studying politieal economy and take
musle lessons

Evolution.

Vietor—What's  that moh Ve
there? Supees?

Director—No; the supers [riss

agents.—Fllm Fun

ave Strong, Healt
Eyes. 1fthey Tire, Itch,
Smart or Burn, if Sore,

Wﬂnme
Youn EYES (i lfined s

often. Seothes, Refreshes,
nfant or Adult, Atall Drum. '.:u. Vsa’lriieu;?r
Marise Erv Remedy Ca., Chkcage

:‘lﬁt and Mo.-.;E
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